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Glo. To fight on Edwards partie for the crowne, 

And fc-r his meede (poorc Lo.)hc is mewed vp : 

I would to God my heart were flint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards foft and pitifull like mine, 

I am too ehildifh, foolifh for this world. 

Qu, May .Hie thee to hell for lhame.and lcaue the world 
Thou Cacodemon,rhere thy kingdome is. 

Ri. My Lo.ofGlocefter in thofe bufie dayes. 

Which here you vrgc to proue vs enemies,. 

We followed then our Lo.ourlawfull king, 

So fiiould we you, if you fhould be our king. 

G/c'. Ifl fhonldbe? I had rather beapedler, 

Farre be it from my heart the thought ofit. 

Q«- As little ioy (my Lord) as you fuppofe 
You fhould inioy,were you this countries king,. 

As little ioy may you fuppofe in me, 

That I enioy being the Queene thereof. 

Q*« Ma, A little ioy enioyes the Queene thercofg 
For 1 am fhe,and altogither ioy lefle, 

I can no longer hold me patient. 

He are me you wrangling Pvrats that fall out) 

In flaring out that which you haue piid from me : 

Which of you trembles not that lookeson me 5 
If not, that 1 being Queene,you bow like fubtetts, 

Y et that by you dcpolde,you quake like rebels : 

O gentle villaine do not turne awae. 

Glo, Foulc wrinckled witch, what makft thou in my fight 
But repetition of what thou haft mard, 
Thatwill I make,bdore’ ' eego: 

A husband, and a fonne tl sc, . -ft to me. 

And thou a kingdome, all ot > - allcgeanc; r 

The forrowthatl haue by right is yours, 
dl the plcafures you vfurpe are mine. 

■Jto. The curfe my noble father laid on thee. 

When thou didft crowne his warlike brotves with paper, 
And with thy fcorne dre wft rruers from his eies, 

And then to drie them.gau’ft the Duke a clou':, 

Stecptin the faultlefle bloud of prettie Rutland : 


o 


f Richard the third. 


His curfe then from bl,tein 'S ° f f ?“ k - 
Penounft againft .hcc.areaBfellenvponthcc, 

Am! God, not we,hath plagdc thy bloudy deeds. 
q„ So iuft is God to right the innocent. 

O twas the touleft aeede to flay that babe. 

And tlie moft mercileffe that euer was iieard of. 

Riu. Tyrants themfelues wept when it was reported, 
jw N o man but prophecicd reuenge for it. 

Jj uc i t Northufiberland then- prefent, wept to fee it, 
n« M What?were you fnarling all before I came, 

R«ite to wtch each other by the throat, 

And turne you now your hatred all on me? 

Did Yorkes dread curfe preuailc lo much with heuen. 

That Henries death, my louely Edwards death, 

Their Kingdoms Ioffe, my wofull bamfhment, 

Could all but anfwere for that peeuiih brat? 

Can curfes pierce the clouds.and enter heauen? 

Why then gmc way dull cloudes to my quteke cuifcs: 

If not by warre.by furfet die your King, 

As ours bv murder, to make himaking, 

Edwardthy fonne, which now is Prince of Wales, 

For Edward my fonne, which was Piince of Wales, 

Die in his youth, by like vntimely violence, 

Thy felfe a Queene,for me that was a Queene, 

Outliue thy giorie, like my wretched felfe: 

Long maift thou liue to waile thy childrens lode* 

Aiidiee another, as I fee thee now, 

Deckt in thy giorie, as thou ait ftald in mine: f 
Lon°- die thy happie daies before thy death, 

AncSafter many lengthencdbpures of greefe. 

Die neither mother, wife, nor Englands Queens 
Riuers and Dorfet,you were ftanders by, 

And fo waft thou Lo: Haftings, when my fonne 
Was ftabd with bloudie daggers, God I pray him. 

That none of you may Hue your naturaU age) 

But by fome vnlookt accident cut off, , , 

Glo , Haue dene thy cha^me thou hatefuil withered hag. 

M. And ieaue o lit thfftay dog, for thou fh.ilt hear inc 
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